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Punk 


Author's Notes: 
Based on events in the Dirt, circa 16 | think. Im switching POV throughout. As always, tell me what you think 
and I\'ll love you forever and a day ;3. 


Frankie hates his job. He hates it so much. He hates carrying the crates of heavy glass bottles, he hates his 
fat smelly boss, he hates cleaning up but most of all, he hates the customers. He hates their smug faces and 


stupid questions, he hates having to serve them and smile while they sneer down their noses at him. 


The only good thing about the job is that he gets to take swigs from the bottles of booze when the boss is in 
his back office (which is often) and the till is remarkably easy to rip off. Frankie has worked out a system; he 
charges the customer the full amount but only rings up half on the register. He puts half in the till and 
pockets the extra. On a good night he can get away with about $80 on top of what he's paid. He'll be able to 
afford that bass head he's had his eye on in no time. 


Its not a good night tonight though, the liquor store is dead and Frankie is bored. He's loaded up all the extra 
stock, swept the floor and rotated the pork rinds already. Now he has nothing to do. He sits behind the counter 


and waits for something to happen. He daydreams about music and the band he's going to have one day. They'll 
be huge, he just knows it. 


The bell over the door rings out.. 


eR 


Bob is disgusted, those bastards at the Stone Pony are charging $2 a shot for tequila! That's a fucking crime, 


that is! Whatever happened to the musical entertainment drinking for free? 

And Bob needs a drink, desperately. He's going to need to be pretty plastered to get through another night of 
playing with Spiders and Cowboys. Harry, the keyboardist, is setting up and Joe, the singer, is already behaving 
like a complete ass. He's tired of them already. Spiders isn't Bob's band really, it's a roof over his head and 
regular child support payments. 

Bob's band is still out there somewhere, he can feel it. Sometimes, in his dreams, he can almost see and hear 
them. But when he wakes they're gone, names and faces vanishing into the mist of his mind. Bob needs to find 


them soon though, he'll be thirty in a couple of years and nobody makes it after hitting thirty. 


These things are all secondary to his main problem though, finding some cheaper booze. Bob remembers going 


past a rundown looking liquor store on the drive in, they probably have something that will serve his purposes. 
Outside the Stone Pony its freezing. Bob pulls his threadbare coat closer around him; the cold always makes 
his back ache. He finds the store faster than he thought he would and enters. He grabs a half gallon of the 
cheapest tequila he can find off the shelf and takes it over to the counter. 


There's some snotty looking punk kid behind it. Skinny legs wrapped in leather pants, cheap makeup poorly 
applied, black mess of hair covering his eyes. The punk address’ him: 


"You look like a rock and roller type." 

The kid's voice is a California sneer, Bob isn't sure if what he said was meant to be a compliment or an insult. 
"So do you kid," Bob replies, trying to keep things neutral, he doesn't want a fight: 

"That's ‘cause | am," the punk says, giving his hair a shake. Snotty little bastard, this one is. 

‘Oh yeah? What kind of music you into, kid?" 

"Only good stuff," he replies, "Aerosmith, the New York Dolls, Cheap Trick and KISS." 


Eugh, KISS. The brat was almost doing alright until he said that. Bob can't help but laugh at this little poser. 
The kid hates that, his face screws up behind the garish lipstick and ugly rouge. 


"Fuck you, you old bastard!" he snarls. 
"No, fuck you," Bob says it calmly, confidently, "Listen kid, what's your name?" 
"Frankie." 


"Well Frankie, if you want to hear some real music | suggest you come down to the Stone Pony and hear my 


band play when you finish up." 


With that, Bob takes his bottle of tequila and leaves the store. The kid yells something at him as the door 
closes but Bob doesn't hear. He smiles to himself, little snot probably won't even show. He'd be surprised if 


they let him in the door. 


#4 
Fuck that ugly old bastard! 


Fuck him and his shitty band. Whoever he was playing with must be shit if they're playing a hole like the Stone 
Pony. All that place ever got was bottom of the barrel southern rock bands to play for drunk wanna-be red 


necks. 


Hmph, Frankie thought he looked cool too, he reminded him a little of a hunched over Johnny Thunders. Well, 


fuck him and the stupid southern rock horse he road in on! 
Still. 


He could use the show as an excuse to get off work early. And if anything, he could probably start a really 
good fight at the Pony, knowing the crowd there. 


Yeah, maybe Frankie will go. 


eR 


Bob loves to play, it makes him feel alive. When he plays, Bob's back doesn't hurt and he can't hear his ex's 
shrill voice in his head, screaming at him about how the kids need new winter coats. If only he was playing 


something original, sometimes Bob thinks he'll stab out his own eyeballs if he has to play another Top 40 song. 
Joe struts over to Bob's side of the stage and whisper's in the guitarist's ear to play Black Betty next. It's the 
sort of song which just might win this crowd around. Bob rips into the opening chords and hears a few cheers 


from the sparse crowd. Good, at least he might get paid tonight! 


Bob is well into the solo when he notices a lean, dark figure pushing its way to the front of the stage. Shit, 


that can only mean trouble. Bob doesn't want a fight tonight. He closes his eyes and waits for the inevitable 
fist or flying bottle..but it never comes. When he opens his eyes again he sees a familiar shock of black hair 


and smiles. 
Looks like the little punk made it after all 


eR 


Frankie gets off work early, but not as early as he would have liked His shit head boss made him stack up a 
new delivery of vodka which had just arrived. Frankie pays him back by taking a full bottle of Jack off the 


shelf and shoving it down his pants before he leaves. 

He makes it to the Stone Pony with every intention of heckling and booing that old bastard's band off the 
stage, but then he hears it.this noise. An amazing noise. Its loud and angry and aggressive, it tells the listener 
to fuck right off! Frankie shoves his way to the front of the stage, and then he sees him: that old bastard, 
playing the guitar. 


Well, ‘playing’ is really not a strong enough word. He's beating the shit out of that guitar like he found it 
fucking his girlfriend! 


Fuck! Frankie thinks he may be in love. 

#4 

Bob is sufficiently drunk now. And he's feeling very clever about being drunk because he hasn't given a penny 
to the fucking Stone Pony in the process. The kid (what was his name again? Freddy or something?) managed to 
get a bottle of Jack in and between that and the half gallon of tequila the both of them are doing pretty well 
Bob's laughing at some joke the kid made, it's at the expense of Joe so its pretty fucking funny. Freddy (or 
was it Frankie?) seems really happy about that and smiles at Bob, maybe a little shy all of a sudden. Or is he 
just drunk? While Bob's trying to figure it out Harry comes over to piss Bob off for the night. 

"Hey Bobby, we're all packed up." 


"That's great, man" Bob stays seated, takes another swig from one of the bottles in front of him. He can't tell 


whether it's Jack or tequila any more. 
Harry looks at the kid sitting next to Bob, narrows his eyes slightly, "We're ready to go. You coming?" 
"Nah, I'll catch up with you later." 


"But we're taking the van. How you gonna get back?" Why does Harry have to be so fucking whiney? 


"ll catch the fucking bus, man. Jesus!" 

"Fine! See you later then" Harry stalks off, muttering something about punk trash as he goes. 

Fucking Harry! Why do they even have a keyboardist in a southern rock band? This is just the first of many 
problems Bob has with Spiders and Cowboys that he relates to Frankie. He's halfway through a monologue on 
the subject of Joe's ugly hair when he notices the kid's hand has found its way to Bob's knee. 

Oh no, this isn't going to happen. 

Bob pushes his chair back and clumsily pulls himself up. 

"Sorry kid. | don't do jail bait,” he slurs. 

"l'm not jail bait," Frankie insists hotly, "Im 21, man 


Bob laughs, weaves back and forth a little from the drink and steadies himself with the table. 


"Kid, in my day we knew to lie convincingly. Nobody's gonna believe you're 2l. Now, if you'd said you were 18, | 


would have bought that. But you had to take it too far." 


Bob leans forward, grabs Frankie's face in one hand, studies him closely, "I can tell that's gonna be a problem 


for you, taking things too far." 


Taking a step back from the table, Bob blinks and rubs his face with one hand. The kid is still staring at him, 


eyes wide. He has such green eyes. 
"| gotta piss," he mutters, stumbling away from Frankie, and temptation, towards the bathroom. 


eR 


Frankie isn't used to being rejected. He's pretty, he's young, he's a tortured musician, everyone wants a piece 


of him! 


What makes that ugly old bastard think he's so good anyway? What makes him think he can just walk away 
from the table like that? Discard Frankie! Forget about him! 


Frankie isn't going to take this sitting down. 


eR 


Bob didn't want it to be like this. Grimy toilet stall sticky behind his back, the smell of other people's shit 
making the air close and stifling, the kid on his knees in front of him. 


He wasn't even very good, this punk; too many teeth, sloppy technique, trying too hard. The kid's pants are 
open, his hand taking care of his own cock. Good. Bob just wants this to be over soon 


The kid comes first, adding his own mark to the already filthy floor. A few minutes more of clumsy 
stimulation and Bob finishes as well. The older man gives a humourless smirk and runs a hand through the 


kneeling figure's thick blue-black hair, at least the kid has he courtesy to swallow. 


The kid stands and Bob sees the green eyes properly for only the second time tonight. Fuck, he looks so young. 
He's just a boy really. Just a kid. 


Just a fucking kid! 
And Bob suddenly feels so sad and so tired and so very old. 


"Where'd you come from, punk?" he wants to ask, "Who made you into this? What has life done to you to 
bring you here, blowing some old loser in a shitty bar's toilets at age..What? lb maybe?" 


Bob just sighs though, faces the tattered soul in front of him. Frankie is leaning back against the other wall of 
the toilet stall doing up his pants. His makeup is now even more of a mess. Once he's finished redressing 
himself he pulls a tube of lipstick out of his pants pocket and leaves the stall. He repaints his lips at the grime 


clouded mirror and fluffs his hair. 


Bob follows him out. He suddenly feels the need to wash himself.thoroughly. He turns the taps, puts his hands 
under the icy water. 


"You should give me your number," Frankie announces, "I'll call you when | start getting my band together. You 


can play the songs | write. Originals, no more Top 40 crap." 

This kid has to be a singer he's so full of himself. Got enough hot air in him as well. 

"Yeah, sure kid. What do you play?" 

"Bass." 

Well, close enough. Bob resignedly scribbles down his number on a scrap of paper for Frankie, hands it over. 
Frankie smiles at Bob, wide and gleeful and they walk out of the toilets, out of the bar, into the bleak night air, 
stopping only to pick my Bob's battered guitar from behind the bar on the way. 


"ll see you round then?" Frankie asks. 


"Yeah, l'm always around." 


Bob is lying. He's leaving for Alaska next week to make some easy money playing more bars, more Top 40 
Songs. 


"Cool..cool.” Frankie shivers as he speaks, arms naked to the frigid night. 


Bob grimaces, this kid is pathetic. His face makes him think a little too much about that old story about the 
little girl who sold matches.. 


Didn't she die in the end? 

Shit. 

"Cold tonight, huh. You got a coat, kid?" 

"Don't need one," Frankie shivers again 

"Yeah, you do." Bob takes off his own threadbare coat and shoves it into Frankie's arms. 
The punk starts to protest but Bob cuts him off, "I got another, take it" This is also a lie. 
He half expects Frank to argue more but the kid puts it on and hugs it close. 

"Thanks dude. I'll call you when | get near a phone, ok?" Frankie looks at Bob expectantly. 


"Yeah, sure. See ya kid" Bob picks up his guitar case, waves over his shoulder as he walks away. He doesn't 
look back at Frankie, doesn't want to see him. 


He's gonna be fucking cold in Alaska 


